PRESIDENTIAL  STUFF! 


I have  not  given 
permission  for 
my  picture  to 
be  used. 

Bob  Dole 


EXCLUSIVE 

INTERVIEW 


I won!  I won! 
I won!  I won! 
I won!  I won! 


Hey,  how  could  you  not 
like  a paper  that  had 


Penguins!  1* 


i! 


for 


YOU  CAN  USE! 
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Toike:  Welcome.  I’m  Dan  Rather,  and 

the  Toike  Oike,  always  on  the  cutting  edge 
of  news  and  current  events,  presents  the 
First  Annual  U.  S.  Presidential  Debate.  We 
present  the  Democratic  Presidential 
Candidate,  Bill  Clinton,  and  the  Republican 
Presidential  Candidate,  Bob  Dole. 


H.  Ross  Perot  (Reform  Party):  And  me! 


Toike:  And  him.  And  our  first  question  is  for 
Mr.  Clinton.  Mr.  Clinton,  if  you’re  elected 
President,  what- 


Bill  Clinton  (Democratic  Party):  I 

already  won,  melonhead. 

Toike:  Please  don't  interrupt.  Mr.  Clinton,  if 
you  were  elected 
president,  what 
measures  would  you 
take  to  revamp  the 
collapsing  American 
health  care  system? 


Clinton:  Hey, 
maybe  you  don’t  hear 
so  good.  I won.  I don’t 
need  to  answer  your 
lousy  questions. 


Bob  Dole 

(Republican  Party): 

Typical  Hillbilly  Left-wing 
Treehugging  Socialist  Pollywogging 
Democratic  answer.  Bob  Dole  wouldn’t  do 
that.  Bob  Dole  would  speak  the  plain  truth. 
Bob  Dole  is  an  honest  man.  Bob  Dole  can 
jump  tall  buildings  in  a single  bound.  Bob 
Dole  eat  Inner  Peace  without- 


Clinton:  Shut  up,  Yoda. 


Dole:  Up  yours,  yogurt-head. 


Clinton:  Dweeb. 


Dole:  Poop. 


Clinton:  Smeghead. 


Toike:  Mr.  Dole,  Mr.  Clinton,  please. 

Evidently  the  health  care  question  is  too 
complex  an  issue  to  discuss  in  a forum  such 
as  this.  Perhaps,  Mr.  Clinton,  we  should 
turn  our  attention  to  drugs. 

Clinton:  Oh  yeah  man,  let’s... 


Dole:  I’ll  tell  you  one  thing.  The  man  is  higher 
than...  er....  something  very  high.  Like  a 
kite.  Yeah,  higher  than  a kite. 


Clinton:  1 am  not.  1...  oh  man,  maybe  I am... 
I’m  seeing  this  big-eared  giant  gopher.  ... 
Its  looking  at  me  funny...  I’ll  beat  it  off... 


Perot:  Hey!  Quit  hitting  me! 


Toike:  Mr.  Clinton,  please  stop  hitting  Mr. 
Perot. 


Clinton:  Oh...  sorry,  little  guy.  Here,  let  me 
polish  your  head  for  you. 


Toike:  Note  to  self:  don’t  mention  drugs 

around  American  politicians.  Can  we  talk 
about  the  economy?  Can  you  guys  handle 
that? 


Perot:  Glad  you  asked.  The  economy  is  in 
ruins  - as  I’ve  always  said,  you  can’t  put  a 
duck  in  a blender  and  expect  a chihuahua  to 
come  out.  Slide  number  one,  please.  As 
you  can  see  in  this  brightly-coloured  chart, 
the  aggregate  Present  Worth  of  the 
American  economy  when  plotted  against 
the  deficit,  taking  into  account... 


Clinton:  Zzz... 


Dole:  Zzz... 


Toike:  While  Mr.  Perot  drones  on,  I’d  like  to 
turn  this  discussion  to  the  touchy  subject  of 
campaign  contributions.  Mr.  Dole,  the 
National  Rifle  Association  recently  bought 
your  new  Republican  Campaign  Beauty 
Spa  and  Golf  Resort.  Does  this  have  any 
relation  to  your  party’s  opposition  to  recent 
bill  banning  fully  automatic  assault 
weaponry  with  bazooka 
attachments? 


Toike:  Really? 


Dole:  Really. 


Perot:  . . when  consolidated  with  the  Future 
Worth  of  Donut  Shares,  as  seen  in  the  three 
dimensional  pictogram... 
Heymmphrmmph... 

Toike:  Mr.  Clinton,  please  get  off  Mr.  Perot. 


Clinton:  Oh...  sorry,  little  guy. 


Dole:  Bob  Dole.  Bob  Dole.  Bob  Dole. 


Toike:  Another  issue  of  paramount  importance 
to  our  readers  is  the  Canadian  economy. 
What  recommendations  would  you  make  to 


Clinton:  It’s  in 
CANADIAN 
DOLLARS! 

Dole:  Bob  Dole  is  not 

amused.  By  the  way, 

Bob  Dole  likes  Belgian  waffles.  Mr.  Perot 
can  bomb  Belgium  all  he  wants,  but  he 
better  leave  their  waffles  alone. 


Toike:  Right.  This  interview  has  just  gotten 
silly  and  I’m  afraid  I’m  going  to  have  to 
shoot  both  of  you. 


Dole:  Hey!  Ow!  You  shot  Bob  Dole!  Bob 
Dole  was  just  shot  by  Dan  Rather!  Bob 
Dole  is  now  bleeding  on  Bob  Dole’s  new 
shirt!  Bob  Dole  will  sue! 


Clinton:  I feel  your  pain. 


Dole:  Don’t  give  me  that  left-wing  crap! 
Clinton:  No,  I mean  he  shot  me  too. 

Dole:  Oh.  You’re  bleeding.  Here...  let  me 
loosen  your  constrictive  clothes  so  I can... 
get  a better  look  at. . . the  wound. . . 

Clinton:  I never  realized  how  beautiful  your 
eyes  were...  in  this  light,  they  look  like  Big 
Macs...  or  Arch  Deluxes... 


Clinton:  Oh  Bob. 


Toike:  Oh  boy.  When,  until  the  Secret  Service 
agents  stop  staring  a Mr.  Perot’s  full  colour 
Smell-O-Vision  Pie  Chart  showing  the 
Percentage  of  Gross  Revenues  over  Not 
Gross  Revenues,  this  is  Dan  Rather.  Good 
night. 

Other  Person:  This  isn’t  a TV  show.  It’s  a 
newspaper  interview.  You  don’t  say 
"Good  Night.” 

Toike:  Oh,  er,  then...  yeah. 


Dole:  No.  No.  Of  course 


not.  I happen  to 
believe  that  private 
ownership  of  weapons 
designed  to  kill  large 
numbers  of  people  is 
good. 


Clinton:  Yes...  I know 
Canadians  are  worried 
about  their  huge  national 
debt,  which  is  in  the 
trillions,  but  its  really 
nothing  to  worry  about,  <i 
Toike:  Really?  Why  is  that?  f 


the  Canadian  government? 


Perot:  You  goin’  down!  Canada’s  our  next 
target,  right  after  we  bomb  those  miserable 
Belgian  ingrates  to...  hey...  what’s  that 
smell... 


Toike:  While  Mr.  Perot’s  being  sedated,  does 


anyone  have  anything 
intelligent  to  say? 


TOIKE  OIKE 
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THE  TOIKE  OIKE 


Welcome  once  again  to 
the  Toike  Mailshed, 
hosted  by  the  Two 
Humourous  Columnists  that  you 
all  know  so  well.  This  month 
we  are  pleased  to  offer  you  our 
usual  abundant  insights  into  the 
trivial  quandaries  of  individuals 


from  our  delinquent  faculty. . . 
plus  a FREE  GIVEAWAY 
OFFER!!!  That’s  right  folks 
you  can  win  this  column! 
Impress  your  friends!  Chicks 
dig  it!  (And  uh,  hunks  too). 
Don’t  miss  this  limited  time 
offer.  Don’t  let  life  pass  you  by! 
Act  now!  Life  is  like  a bullet 
train,  you  don’t  want  to  be  left  at 
the  depot  with  your  stub  in  your 
hand.  Do  not  delay!  Simply 
answer  the  enclosed  examination 
hidden  somewhere  on  this  page. 
No  programmable  calculators, 
cheating,  chewing  gum, 
gratuitous  nudity,  or  wild  and 
free-spirited  firing  of  automatic 
weapons  are  allowed. 


Soya  wanna  be 
amailbitchhuh? 

spit© 


All  questions  are  of 
questionable  value. 

Feel  free  to  surf  the 
Thesaurus  but  not  the  internet  in 
selecting  your  responses 

1.  Explain  in  no  uncertain 
terms,  and  with  reference  to  the 
Fandangle,  McCracken  and 
Croft  theorems  the  phollowing 
phrase  which  arose  from  a high- 
school  grammar  test: 

John,  where  Mary  had  had 
“had”,  had  had  “had  had”.  “Had 
had"  had  had  the  teacher’s 
approval. 

2.  Answer  the  following  letter 
(we  suspect  we  know  who  wrote 
this  one): 

How  d they  get  the  BFC 
stickers  on  the  outside  of  the 
windows  on  each  floor  of  the 
Mech  Building  <£  Galbraith? 


Humourous  Crap,  or 
Terribly  Hard  Calculus,  just 
as  BFC  DOES  stand  for 
Best  Friends  of  Canada. 

So  go  figure! 


Vera 


paper  through  the  internet  or  is 
it  possible  for  you  to  send  your 
paper  to  me  through  the  mail? 
‘Cause,  gee  whiz  a paper  would 
go  real  good  right  now.  You 
know  how  sometimes  you  just 
need  paper,  and  lots  of  paper? 
Of  course,  / 've  lived  all  my  life 
on  a paper  farm,  and  often  I 
yearn  for  the  papery  white  paper 
fields  of  my  home.  Paper  Mache, 
paper  towel,  paper  airplanes, 
paper,  paper  paper  paper 
paper,  mmmm.  .paper. 

(The  preceding  letter  has  been,  ah, 
altered  for.  um,  clarity  and  for  that  certain  je  ne 
sais  quoi  so  often  lacking  in  the  letters  we  gel). 

Well  we  weren’t  going  to 
answer  this  one  based  on  the 
W ronskian  probability  matrix 
that  you  are  a psychopathic 
Lunatic.  But  since  you  asked  so 
nicely,  and  made  it  quite  clear 
what  you  were  interested  in  we 
decided  to  respond  to  it.  We 
will  not  deliver  the  paper  to  the 
paper-festooned  fields  of  your 
home.  The  first  step  towards  a 
paper-free  existence  is  to  admit 
you  have  a problem.  However, 
not  to  fuel  your  addiction,  we 
would  gladly  send  you  some 
informative  and  enlightening 
literature,  written  by  some 
alliterative  morte  arthure 
(illiterate  dead  author),  on 
Gumbo  the  magic  vole  and  a 
mildly  gone-off  haggis  to 
illuminate  and  befuddle  your 
faculties.  That  is  all. 

Hi!  What  the  #$%&  does 
THC  stand  for?  I know  it 
doesn ’t  stand for  Titillating 


Well.  That’s  a 
Hard  Cwestion,  Vera. 
Many  experts  prefer 
Believing  in  Evading 
Exciting  Recreation, 
but  we  just  feel  they 
haven’t  done  enough 
Totally  Heart-felt 
.'onsideration  of  this 
ioint. 

The 

meaning  of  THC 
cannot  be  taught. 

It  must  come  from  deep  inside 
each  of  us  (although  it  is 
sometimes  imported...).  Perhaps 
some  years  from  now,  some 
quiet  evening  when  the  stressors 
of  Engineering  have  abated,  you 
will  discover  this  vast  and 
wonderful  plane  of 
consciousness.  And  when  you 
have  attained  enlightenment  you 
shall  certainly  know  it. 

Oh  yeah,  very  funny  Vera, 
but  we  all  know  what  BFC 
really  stands  for:  Bernoulli’s 
Finite  Calculus. 

Conclusion  : Thus  it  is 
proven  that  repeated  stimulation 
of  the  titillation  centre  of  the 
brain  usually  results  in  babbling 
incoherence  and  strong 
symptoms  of  brain  death, 
heretofore  unrelinquished  lest 
quixotic  cantankerous 
pachyderms  delve  henceforth 
into  the  peculiar  denizens  of  the 
Mira. 

And  WhereasThusforth  it 
hath  been  proven,  the  mailroom 
endeth. 


GOT 
SOME 
RAIL? 

Send  it  to  toike@skule.ca  or 

drop  it  in  the  Toike  Oike  box  in 
Eng  Soc.  (That's  room  B670  of 
the  Sandford  Fleming  Bldg  ) And 
applications  to  become  the  new 
mailroom  people  (or  person) 
are  due  by...  er  . mid-January  or 
so!  Starting  writing  now!  (Trust 
us,  writing  Toike  articles  during 
exams  is  a great  excuse  to 
petition!) 


Meanwhile... 
back  at  the  ranch... 

Dear  Toike  Oike, 

/ am  a science  student 
and  I love  reading  your  paper. 
This  year  it  is  impossible  for  me 
to  get  your  paper.  Can  you  tell 
me  where  to  get  your  paper?  It 
is  possible  that  I can  read  your 


I|P  : Please  Answer  on 
paper.. .yeah  on  a BIG  SHEET  of 
PAPER,  mmm,  paper. 


3.  Skill  testing  question: 
Consider  the  following 
equation... 

P(c)=2rtpfV£  f.AY.txBdn 
dtdt/dvdv/du 
where  a(!  is  in  some 
deleted  neighborhood  of  Mr. 
Rogers 


Now,  consider  it  a second 
time,  this  time  while  standing  on 
your  head... 


Tips  for  Perspective 
Winners:  Please  be  original 
and  creative  and  try  to  give  it 
your  own  personal  didgery  doo. 
Never,  under  any  circumstances 
repeat  yourself,  and  never,  under 
any  circumstances  repeat 
yourself,  and  last  but  indubitably 
not  least,  never  hand  in  your 
Toike  contribution  earlier  that 
ten  minutes  before  the  Toike 
goes  to  print. 
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Survey 
says,  Yes, 
Artsies 
Suck 

by  Anonymous  Toike 
Contributor 

TORONTO  - A recent  new 
survey  by  the  Toike 
Investigative  Team  for  Training 
in  Ambiguous  Titles  (TIT  for 
TAT)  has  revealed  that  Artsies 
suck.  The  survey  performed  by 
TIT  for  TAT  was  of  the  common 
questions,  “When  you  eat  your 
Smarties,  do  you  eat  the  red 
ones  last?”  and  “Do  you  suck 
them  very  slowly,  or  crunch 
them  very  fast?”  The  results 
(displayed  in  the  Figure  below) 
show  the  unanimous  trend  of 
the  Artsies  towards  sucking. 
However,  it  should  be  noted  that 
when  the  latter  question  was 
asked  separately  the  reference 
by  the  word  "them"  was  not 
always  clear.  The  TIT  for  TAT 
neglected  all  responses  where 
the  reference  was  believed  not 
to  be  Red  Smarteys,  but  to 
something  completely  different. 
The  Figure  below  displays  the 
responses  of  the  Artsies  vs. 
number  of  times  (as  a 
percentage  of  the  number  of 
Artasies  polled)  that  the 
particular  response  was  chosen. 
The  first  two  responses  listed 
are  in  reference  to  the  first 
question,  and  the  following  two, 
in  reference  to  the  second 
question.  It  should  be  noted  that 
the  results  in  the  Figure  below 
have  no  intended  direct 
correlation  with  the  questions, 
"Is  it  true  that  Artsies  suck?” 
and  “Fill  in  the  blank:  Artsies 


Survey  Results 


Harris  Makes 
More  Cuts 


TORONTO  - Undaunted  by  the 
Days  of  Action  (slogan: 
“Democracy  sucks!”),  Mike 
Harris  has  announced  further  cuts. 
On  Wednesday  (no,  not  this 
Wednesday  - Last  Wednesday),  he 
annouced  that: 

- on  the  advice  of  his  education 
minister,  John  “Well,  I kinda 
know  what  a high  school  diploma 
looks  like”  Snobelon,  the 
Ministry  of  Education  would  now 
consist  of  one  janitor  named  Earl 
and  the  video  series  “Tommy  the 
Tugboat  Teaches 
Everything  from 
Potty  Training  to 
How  to  Integrate 
ex.”  Negotiations 
are  now  in  progress 
to  make  the  video 
available  on  Beta 
so  that  most  public 
schools  can 
actually  watch  it. 

- the  Ministry  of 

Saying  “Squeep" 
would  be 

eliminated.  Jane 
Doe,  Minister  for 
Saying  “Squeep," 
condemned  the 
move,  saying 
"Squeep  squeep 
squeep.” 

- cut  the  taxes  on 


popcorn  in  movie  theatres.  “With 
these  cuts,  you  will  no  longer  have 
to  mortgage  your  house  to  buy  a 
popcorn  and  drink  at  the  movies.” 
The  CEO  of  both  major  movie 
chains,  Mr.  Greedy  Bastard, 
wanted  to  charge  8 bloody  bucks 
($8.50  on  Fridays  and  Saturdays) 
for  a comment,  so  we  bought  a 
book  instead.  (No,  we're  not  bitter 
about  movie  prices  here  at  the 
Toike.  Not  at  all.) 

- he  would  cut  his  hair.  ('Bout 
time.) 


Union  and  Student 
leaders  Protest 
Harris  Cuts 

TORONTO 
- At  a press 
conference, 
union 
leader 
Madeup 
Name  was 
quoted  as 
saying,  “I 
strongly 
disagree 
with  these 
cuts.  I 

mean,  he  looks  good  with  long  hair.  It 
complements  his  face.  If  I were  him,  I'd 
go  for  the  'fro.” 


This  fairly  unconvincing  rendering 
was  provided  by  CUPE. 


FOCUS  ON... 

The  United 
Nations 


LACK  OF  FOCUS  ON 

The  United 
Nations 


The  United  States  vetoed  a 
second  term  for  U.  N. 
Secretary  Boutros  Boutros- 
Ghali,  paving  the  way  for 
further  discord  within  the 
United  Nations,  specifically 
between  the  U.  S.  and 
African  countries. 


The  Man  so  Nice  they  Named  Him 
Twice:  Boutros  Boutros-Ghali 


Well,  there  was,  like,  this  guy,  and 
like  he  was  all  “Lemme  do  this  thing 
again”  but  the  Americans  were  all, 
like,  “No  way”  just  like  in  Star  Wars 
when  Vader  said  “I  am  your  Father” 
and  Luke  was  all  “no  way”  so  they 
had  to  attack  the  Death  Star  and  like 
blow  it  up  real  good  just  like  on  Farm 
Film  Celebrity  Blow  Up  on  SCTV. 
That  was  a cool  show,  wasn’t  it?  I 
loved  “Dr.  Tongue’s  3-D  House  of 
Stewardesses.”  That  was  a classic 
film  - kinda  like  “Howard’s  End” 
only  it  was  funny  and  had  3-D  stuff 
and  airplane  stewardesses.  Airplanes 
are  cool. 


11.ZZ.96 


“What  is  your  first  name, 
anyway,  W'orf?  Mister ?” 


STAR  TRAK 

FIRST  NAME 


'Twas  the  night  before  Fluids,  and  all  through 
my  mind, 

not  a gear  was  moving,  not  even  a grind 

The  text  was  stored  under  my  pillow  with  care. 

In  hope  that  some  diffusion  might  take  place 
from  there 

My  Skulemates  were  cramming,  for  good 
marks  this  entailed. 

But  me,  I was  certain  I'd  already  failed 

Rather  than  wallow  in  my  ignorant  sorrow, 

I decided  to  get  plastered  and  worry  tomorrow 

I downed  five  margaritas  and  was  starting  on 
the  scotch, 

when  there  was  a rap  at  my  window  - it  was  the 
cast  of  Bay  watch  I 

Pamela  said  "We’re  going  to  party,  won’t  you 
come  along?" 

"Why  not?"  said  1,  "but  I’d  like  to  hear  a song" 

"No  problem"  said  she,  and  up  pulled  a bus. 

Containing  the  LGMB,  and  my,  what  a ruckus! 

We  went  out  to  a club  , then  back  to  the  Brunny 

Oh  we  were  so  tanked,  it  wasn't  even  funny! 

At  dawn,  I stumbled  over  to  the  EngCom  room. 

For  a last  game  of  Quake  before  my  impending 
doom 

The  exam  started,  and  I was  going  to  fry, 

When  Grimace  and  Guntby  appeared  in  the  sky 


You’re  a guy  looking  for  a sensitive  gift  to  get 
your  girlfriend.  You  should  get: 

a.  A floral  bouquet 

a.  Black  split-crotch  panties  with  accompanying 
video,  “Gorgonna:  She-Mistress  of  the 
Whip.” 

c.  A quart  of  milk  and  some  toilet  paper. 

Correct  Answer:  c.,  because  Becker's  is  the 
only  thing  open  at  4am  on  Christmas  Eve. 

You're  sitting  on  Santa’s  lap.  You  should. 

a.  Wish  for  peace  and  goodwill  for  mankind. 

b.  Ask  for  a Transforming™  Sailor  Moon™ 
Robotech™  Killer  Blood  Plasma™  Gun 
With  Mario  Brother  Tossing™  attachment. 

c.  Marinate  CENSORED  CENSORED 
CENSORED  his  lap  CENSORED 
CENSORED  good  time  CENSORED 
electrodes  attached  to  CENSORED 
CENSORED  CENSORED  and  a nose  plug. 

Correct  Answer:  Depends  on  who’s  in  the 
Santa  costume. 

You  choosing  between  several  models  of 

mechanical  Santas  for  your  Christmas  tree.  You 

should  choose  the  one: 

a.  that  makes  a jolly  and  not-at-all  irritating  ho- 
ho-ho  every  time  a molecule  of  air  moves 
within  a three  kilometer  radius. 

b.  with  a large  sticker  saying  “May  Malfunction 
If  Heated.” 


c.  that’s  missing  a head. 

Correct  Answer:  b.  “Malfuction”  is  clever 
industry  jargon  for  “Explode.”  And 
exploding  Santas  are  cool. 

You're  standing  in  line  near  Mr.  Low  Fidelity 

Speaker.™  You  would  like  it  to  be  playing: 

a.  Kenny  G's  classic  and  melodious  adaptation 
of  the  Christmas  classic  "I'm  Too  Sexy”  with 
the  fishnet  shirt. 

b.  Static.  The  louder  the  better.  Its  gotta  be 
better  than  the  crap  they  usually  play. 

c.  Dolly  Parton  singing  some  crappy  song  about 
how  kids  should  hear  some  bloody  Christmas 
bells  and  sing  happily  which  you’ve  only 
heard  about  five  billion  million  times  since 
the  store’s  bloody  Christmas  season  started 
twelve  months  ago. 

Correct  Answer:  c.  Christmas  songs  are  fun. 
We  like  Christmas  songs.  We  like 
Christmas.  Happy  happy  joy  joy.  Happy 
happy  KILL  KILL  KILL  HAIL  SATAN 
BLAG  BLAG  (Editor's  Note:  The  person 
who  wrote  this  article  is  a survivor  of  several 
years  of  working  at  a popular  drug  store 
chain  which  featured  Shopper  Drug  Mart 
Radio.  ™ He,  and  many  others,  need  your 
support.  Please  send  any  contributions, 
however  large,  to  The  Christmas  Music 
Veterans  Association  at  the  Toike  Oike 
address.) 


^ The  Toike  Oike  Christmas 
* s Television  Thing 


"On  HP!  On  Reynolds!  On  turbulent  flow! 

The  answers  will  appear  on  your  page  before 
we  go!" 

Their  magic  then  finished,  my  exam  paper 
done, 

A perfect  test  paper,  and  I’d  had  lots  of  fun 

So  maybe  your  Christmas  won't  be  as  good  as 
mine, 

which  turned  out  to  be  an  delusion  caused  by 
strychnine 

I’m  now  recovering,  so  be  of  good  cheer, 

And  make  sure  nobody  puts  an  very  poisonous 
alkaloid,  bitter  to  the  taste,  used  as  a tonic 
and  stimulant,  in  your  beer 


It’s  Christmas  Time,  and  that  means...  yep,  its  time  for  those  wonderful  Christmas  television 
specials!  Just  look  at  what  the  exciting  offerings  are! 

ER  - As  the  staff  decorates  the  Emergency  Room  Christmas  tree  with  previously  owned 
appendices  and  surgical  gauze  (mmm...  surgical  gauze).  Dr.  Ross  finds  that  Santa  left  him 
a special  gift  in  his  boxer  shorts. 

The  X-Files  - Cancer  Man  kills  Santa  Claus.  Ooo,  he’s  so  evil. 

Star  Trek:  Voyager  - The  crew  encounters  a flying  sleigh  and  eight  flying  reindeer,  which 
they  discover  is  a spacial  anomaly,  so  they  invert  the  resynchrolized  polaron  pulse 
particles  and  modulate  the  magnitron  shield  frequencies  to  the  amplitude  of  the  tetrion 
emmisions.  (Whaddaya  mean  that's  not  an  exciting  plot?  Everyone  loves  tetrion 
emmisions!) 

The  CNN  Headline  News  Christmas  Special  - The  anchors  read  the  news  every  half  hour. 
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“C’mon,  babe...  it’s 
probably  legal. 
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Well,  the  results  of  the  First  Emergency  Joike  Contest  are  in...  (wild  applause). 
The  contest  was  to  write  a joke  beginning  “Kato  walks  into  a bar  holding  a 
spatula."  After  hours  of  deliberations  by  the  Toike  Joike  Commitee  (consisting 
of  whoever  was  around  at  the  time)  we've  narrowed  it  down  to  two  honorable 
mentions  and  one  grand  prize  winner.  (Which,  coincidentally,  adds  up  to  how 
many  people  entered  the  contest...) 

Our  first  honorable  mention  is  Brendan  Bartlett. 


' Claw  Koto 

doles  coll u\ti  from  Engineering  dosses. 

M«jbe  your  doss  could  be  nexl... 


Kato  walks  into  a bar  holding  a spatula  and  says  “I  found  the 
weapon  the  real  killer  used!” 

Well...  our  judges  didn't  find  it  particularly  funny,  but  just  for  writing  that  one 
simple  line,  Brendan’s  getting  a funky  actual  BNAD  album  and  a moist 
towelette  (for  when  the  Wetnap  Nazi  won’t  give  you  any  extras  over  at 
Einstein’s),  so  who’s  laughing  now? 

Our  second  honorable  mention  goes  to  Avi  Bachar  for  pure  quantity...  his  first 
joke,  well,  in  his  own  words  “please  keep  in  mind  that  it's  like  7:30  and  I just 
woke  up...” 

Kato  walks  into  a bar  holding  a spatula  and  sits  down...  The 
bartender  walks  up  to  him  and  says  “Hey  Kato,  we  haven’t  seen  ya 
since  that  whole  trial  thing  started..  All  the  boys  ‘round  here  still 
can’t  believe  that  there  wasn’t  enough  evidence  to  convict  OJI” 

And  Kato  replies  “of  course  he  wasn’t  convicted,  cuz  I’m  holding 
the  murder  weapon!” 

His  second  valiant  attempt  is  what  is  known  as  the  “Ultimate  Kato  Joke...” 

Kato  walks  into  a bar  holding  a spatula,  with  OJ  right  behind  him, 
the  two  of  them  are  scanning  for  chicks. 

OJ  says,  ‘‘Hey  check  out  the  blond  over  there.  I bet  she’s  really  hot 
in  bed!”  He  procedes  to  go  over  and  makes  small  talk  with  her. 

Before  long  they  both  leave  for  a one  nighter. 

The  next  day,  the  two  guys  meet  up  and  are  again  scamming  for 
anything  that  breathes.  This  time  Kato  goes  over  to  the  same 
blond,  pinches  her  in  the  rear  and  were  off  for  a quickie.  Fifteen 
minutes  later,  Kato  comes  back  and  compares  notes  with  OJ. 

OJ  says,  “I  think  Nicole  is  better.” 

Kato  nods  his  head  and  says,  “Yeh,  you’re  right,  Nicole  IS  better” 

And  then  there  was  his  third  entry... 

Kato  walks  into  a bar  holding  a spatula,  walks  up  to  the  bartender 
and  says  “Gimme  all  your  money”,  and  the  bartender  says  “Beat 
it,  you  can't  rob  a place  with  a spatula”.,  and  Kato  says  "Really? 

Then  just  give  me  a beer".... 

. after  which  he  wrote  “I'm  soooooo  sorry  about  that  one,  I sorta  made  it  up  as 
went  along...  maybe  a contest  for  worst  joike?"  Sounds  good...  and  you 
win  an  almost  grand  prize  of  TWO  IDENTICAL  BAND  ALBUMS  (that's  one  for 
each  entry,  minus  those  dang  taxes.) 

And  there's  our  grand  prize  winner,  an  NY  9T7  going  by  the  name  of  EGO... 

Kato  walks  into  a bar  holding  a spatula,  and  finds  it  no  less  painful 
than  walking  into  a bar  without  a spatula. 

Short,  simple,  elegant.,  and  worthy  of  a grand  prize  consisting  of  a fabulous 
BNAD  album,  a cool  U of  T Dog  Tag,  and,  er,  something  else...  were  not 
quite  sure  what  just  yet... 

And  thus  concludes  our  first  joike  contest  of  the  year  (although  no  one 
explained  why  the  bar  was  holding  a spatula.)  Next  month,  our  winners  in 
the  men-bashing  Joike  contest! 


ENACT  ORGAN  MAT/! 

C/Aincicjirciim 


» 


The  next  Toike  Joike  contest  is  to  come  up  with  a clever  and 
funny  anagram.  We're  not  just  looking  for  stuff  that'll  frustrate 
an  ignorant  crowd,  but  stuff  that  almost  makes  sense  and  is 
vaguely  engineering  related...  like  Erections  Eyeing  Gin 
(Engineering  Society)  or  Slept  Rob  Me  (Problem  Set)..  - so  go 
get  those  anagram  generators  going!  Entries  due  by  January 
12th*! 

Put  Entries  in  the  Toike  Oike  box  in  Eng  Soc 
or  E-Mail  them  to  toike@skule.ca! 

•To  pick  a day  at  random 


Here  is  the  second  part  in  our  collection  of  input  from  the  first . 
year  Engineering  Science  class  : 

Our  first  term  of  Engineering  Science  is  almost 
complete.  We  feel  that  you  have  suffered 
experienced  enough  to  be  able  to  tell  us, 

What  does  it  mean  to  be  an  Engineering  Science 
student  ? 

Hanging  out  at  the  Calculus  Prof  s house  drinking  beer  and  eating 
pizza. 

Having  three  lectures  on  error  analysis  in  three  days. 

Paying  four  thousand  bucks  to  leam  that  you  can’t  push  on  a rope. 

Wrong!  You  pay  four  thousand  dollars  to  get  the  piece  of  paper  that 
says  you’ve  learned  that  you  can’t  push  on  a rope. 

Paying  an  enormous  amount  of  money  to  leam  to  cope  with  a little 
sleep  and  be  able  to  solve  the  2 problem  sets  which  are  due  the  next 
day  with  a hangover  at  3:30  am. 

Learning  from  Professor  Luus  that  there  is  no  Santa  Clause. 

Feeling  like  the  dumb  people  did  in  high  school. 

Work  4 times  as  hard  as  all  other  engineers  and  getting  the  same 
degree. 

Learning  advanced  calculus  in  chemistry  class  and  Hooke’s  law  in 
calculus,  physics  and  civ  classes. 

The  Engineering  Science  experience  can  best  be  summarize  by  a quote 
from  Professor  Kortschot : “ There  is  an  easy  way  and  a hard  way 
to  solve  this  problem.  We’ll  do  it  the  hard  way.” 

Compiled  by  the  Engineering  Science  1 class  reps  : Ran  Gilad  and  James  Colaco 


Pottery...  er...  Poetry  Korner 


AT) 


TM 


ooe  to  SKuLe 


by  an  anonymous  Mech  0T0 

Chemistry  is  a shitty  class. 

For  50  minutes,  you  sit  on  your  ass, 

It’s  incredibly  easy  to  doze  off. 

Trying  to  listen  to  the  Fling  prof. 

What’s  the  point  to  all  this  crap, 

When  all  I wanna  do  is  take  a nap. 

4000  bucks  to  numb  my  mind, 
and  every  week  I fall  behind. 

When’s  all  this  shit  gonna  be  done, 
there’s  too  much  homework  to  have  any  fun. 

Only  3 1/2  years  till  I get  my  ring, 

Oh  man,  give  me  a whiskey  sling. 

(conceived  during  a chem  lecture,  of  course...) 


11  77  qfi  “I"0  Boldly  Go  Where  IVlany 

I I.LL.uU  Have  Gone  Before11 


STAR  TRAK 

FIRS!  SEQUEL 


DECEMBER  1996 


THE  TOIKE  OIKE 


LIMITED  TIME  OffIB! 

Just  in  time  for  the 
Gift-Giving  Season^ 

It's  the 

Automatic 

weed 
Waeke, 

with 


How  many  times  have  you  been  sitting  in 
your  garden,  saying  to  yourself  “I  wish  I 
could  wack  some  weeds,  then  squirt 
some  goo!"  Well,  your  wish  is  about  to 
come  true!  The  Automatic  Weed  Wacker  witfi 
Goo  Squirter  allows  you  to  do  just  that!  Automatically  wack  all 
sorts  of  weeds,  including  dandelions,  those  leafy  things,  those  green 
ones,  and  those  really  annoying  weeds!  Then  squirt  goo!  What  kind 
of  goo,  you  may  well  ask?  Any  kind  - red,  yellow,  fluourescent  green, 
pink!  Sticky  or  non-sticky! 


ACT  NOW 

AND  WE’LL 
THROW  IN  THE 

THERMO- 
NUCLEAR 
DEVICE! 

That’s  right!  Order 
your  Automatic  Weed 
Wacker  with  Goo 
Squirter  today  and 
we’ll  throw  in  a 
Thermonuclear  De- 
vice Attachment™, 
useful  for  all  your  Ther- 
monuclear Device 
needs!  Splitting  atoms 
and  destroying  major 
cities  has  never  been 
easier! 

WARNING  Possession  or  knowledge  of  the 
Thermonuclear  Device  Attachment™  is 
punishable  by  death  in  all  NATO  countries  8ut 
don't  let  that  ruin  your  fun1 


We’ve  been  used  and  endorsed  by 
numberous  celebrities,  all  of  whom  are 
now  involved  in  the  Federal  Witness 
Protection  Program! 


You  can  have  your  own  Automatic  Weed  Wacker  with  Goo  Squirter  and  Thermonuclear 
Device  Attachment  for  mere  money!  And  what’s  money  compared  to  happiness? 

CALL  1-800-555-5555  NOW! 

OPERATORS  ARE  STANDING  AROOND  DRINKING  COFFEE  AND  WASTING  COMPANY  TIME  WHEN  THEY  COULD  OE  TAKING  YOUR  CALL! 


Class  Notes 


You  Know  You 
it  Didn’t  Get  the 
Job  When... 

(by  the  9T7  Mech  Grads...) 

The  company  asks  you  to  keep  your  resume  and  cover  letter  to  3 pages,  (because  that’s 
what  the  shredder  can  handle.) 

The  interviewer  asks  you  what  you  can  contribute  to  the  company.  You  answer  and  he 
begins  to  laugh  uncontrollably. 

They  ask  you  to  put  your  resume  by  the  paper  recycling  bin. 

The  interviewer  is  they  guy  you  told  you  told  to  screw  off  each  time  he  asked  to  look 
at  your  problem  sets,  assignments  and  labs  back  in  the  1st,  2nd,  3rd.  and  4th  year. 

The  interviewer  seems  extremely  nice. 

The  interviewer  hands  you  a “how  to  find  ajob  brochure. 

The  interviewer  tells  you  “You  are  an  ANOMALY.” 

The  interviewer  talks  for  30  minutes  and  you  speak  for  0. 

The  interviewers  asks  you  if  you  have  any  questions  and  you  reply,  “What  do  you 
guys  do?” 

A letter  is  sent  to  you,  elaborately  saying...  “We  appreciate  your  interest  in  our 
organization.  Your  skills  are  well  developed  and  your  experience  surpasses  our 
qualification,  however,  due  to  the  numerous  applicants  for  the  position  we  regret  to 
say...  FUCK  OFF  AND  DIE!  You  wriggling  maggot!  Don’t  buy  our  products  and 
never  contact  us  again!  Sincerely... 


CANNON  EXAM  SCHEDULE  CORRECTION 

All  exams  listed  as  being  at  9:00  am  in  the  last 
issue  of  the  Cannon  are  in  fact  at  9:30  am.  Of 
course,  arriving  early  is  still  a good  idea... 


r=)opywdl 


Bus:  416-979-2942 
Fo*.  416-979-1835 
1 85  College  Street 
Toronto,  Ontorio  M5T  1 P7 

Patrick  Law 


Write 

funnies. 

Write  for  the  Toike. 

We're  looking  for  anything  original  (ie.  stuff  you  yourselves 
wrote,  not  internet  stuff  or  ancient  jokes!)  and  funny,  from 
engineers  and  non-engineers  alike!  Send  your  contributions 
to  toike@skule.ca  or  put  them  in  the  Toike  Oike  box  in  Eng 
Soc  (disk  form  preferred,  disks  will  be  returned) 
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“To  Boldly  Go  Where  Many 
Have  Gone  Before” 
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A wise  man  once  said \ 

“You  can  lead  a horse  to  water,  but 
you  better  be  damned  strong  and 
determined  if  you're  going  to 
drown  the  dang  thing.”  Of  course, 
not  have  been  all  that  wise,  since 
everyone  knows  you  can  just  drown 
a horse  by...  er...  nevermind.  Last 
thing  we  need  is  a bunch  of  idiot 
Toike  readers  going  around 
drowning  horses  on  public 
property. 

Which  is  interesting, 
because  this  month's  topic  is 
penguins.  No,  not  the  hockey  team, 
the  cute  little  cuddly  creatures 
which  live  in  desolate,  cold,  and 
cheerless  places  like  the  Antarctic 
and  Deep  River.  The  animals 
which  broke  the  world  luge  record 
in  1976,  and  whose  sensuous 
renditions  of  “Nacho  Man”  once 


calmed  an  entire  rampaging  swarm 
of  Smashing  Pumpkins  fans,  who, 
in  spite  of  their  rage,  were  still  just 
rats  in  a cage,  running  on  their  little 
wheels,  drinking  from  their  little 
water  bottles,  licking  their  privates, 
and  pooping  in  their  food  bowls. 

Penguins  are  stout-bodied, 
short-legged,  flightless  birds 
superbly  adapted  for  not  flying. 
Their  wings  resemble  flippers 
(again,  helping  their  outstanding 
ability  to  not  fly)  and  their  bodies 
are  covered  with  short,  scaly 
feathers  with  bases  made  of 
Gortex™.  Although  they  can  swim, 
they  can,  again,  not  fly.  Their 
inability  to  fly  can  be  superbly 
illustrated  by  dropping  one  off  a tall 
building.  Unlike  a normal  bird 
(which  can  fly),  the  penguin,  which 
can  7 fly,  will  plummet  to  ground 


“Can  I have  a penguin?  No?  How  ‘boul  a pancake?"  A comparative  drawing  of  the  small 
penguin  (which  can't  fly)  and  the  large  ostrich  (which  also  can't  fly.  but  can  at  least  run  fast.) 


landing  with  a characteristic 
“kersplat.” 

Penguins  swim  underwater 
with  powerful  strokes  of  their 
wings  and  use  their  webbed  feet 
and  stiff  tail  as  rudders.  Big  deal. 
They  still  can’t  fly. 

All  1 8 species  are  black 
above  and  white  below,  but  some 
are  banded  across  the  breast 
( Spheniscus ),  others  have 
ornamental  yellow  crests 
(Eudyptes)  and  some  may  wait  up 
to  two  hours  after  a reservation 
before  seating  customers  (Maitre 
D’).  All  of  'em  can’t  fly.  (Much 
like  that  Maitre  D ’joke.) 

Penguins  are  found  in  the 
colder  waters  of  oceans  of  the 
Southern  Hemisphere,  breeding 
near  the  equator  on  the  Galapagos 
Archipelago,  in  southern  South 
America  and  Africa,  in  Australia 
and  New  Zealand,  and  on  many 
islands.  Only  two  species  breed  in 
Antarctica.  These  birds,  who 
choose  the  coldest  and  most 
desolate  place  on  Earth  to  live,  are 
known  to  ornithologists  as  “stupid.” 

The  female  emperor 
penguin  lays  her  egg  in  May  and 
then  goes  to  sea  to  feed  while  the 
male  incubates  continuously  for 
two  months  without  eating.  He 
stands  on  the  Antarctic  ice  in  the 
perpetual  darkness  of  winter, 
holding  the  egg  on  his  feet  under  a 
fold  of  abdominal  skin.  (This  is 
actually  true.  Two  months. 

Without  eating.  Standing  there. 

On  some  eggs.  In  one  spot.  In  the 
Antarctic,  for  cryin’  out  loud.  I 
don't  know  about  you,  but  I'd  get  a 
bit  edgy  after  about  a minute.) 

Anyway,  about  the  love  life 


of  the  penguin.  Guys,  forget  it.  Do 
you  really  want  to  get  stuck 
standing  alone  on  some  eggs  in  the 
Antarctic  for  two  months,  with 
nothing  to  eat,  in  perpetual 
darkness  where  you  don't  even  get 
Must  See  TV?  I think  not. 


Ladies,  if  you  want  to 
seduce  a penguin,  or  someone 
dressed  in  a penguin  suit,  here  are 
some  tips... 

- Don’t  make  jokes  about  their 
inability  to  fly.  They're  very 
sensitive  about  their. . . 
inadequacies  in  that  particular 
field. 

- Do  bring  a squidburger  for  the 
penguin. 

- Don’t  try  to  eat  a squidburger 
yourself.  It’ll  give  you  gas. 

- Do  bring  tapes  of  the  Ricki 
Lake  show.  Like  llamas  and 
other  animals  which  can’t  fly, 
penguins  like  to  eat  them. 

Remember  this  knowledge, 
grasshopper,  and  you  will  grow 
strong. 
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“It  feels  weird...  like 
there’s  dirt  in  my  eye...” 
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